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SCENE I. 4 a Silfie—Tews, Soldiers 
cleaning their Arms, Ec. 


SonG and Cuorvs, by Seldirs. 
So chearful and happy de chart lade, 


ſerub, 
Tr eee yur bly, andy beymets bright, 
We'll ſerab, 
Our maſquets, aur belts, ard aur bayonets brizht, 


bn ſpatterdaſh white, as he throws up lis leg, 
Each rank and marches a beld Scanderbeg | 
ee Ladies admirine F 
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Enter PArRicx. 


Well, here I am near the camp of Sileſia -I ſup- 
poſe I ſhall eaſily find out Marſhal Fehrbellin's tent 
if could meet my old friend Darby—he ſhould con- 
duct me to it—but. let's ſee — what ſays Darby's let- 
ter — ay, here's his ſcrawl. ¶ Takes aut à letter, and reads. 


«© My Dear PaTkrictk, 

„ have left Ireland, and by your example have 
«« took up arms, and like the king 1 ſerve, with a firm 
*: reſohition to flay both man, woman and child—l am 
„in high favovr with our officers—am a gentleman 
„ folder, and in the high road to preferment—tram 
«« your loving Friend till death. | 

Camp in Sileſr.2, « DARBY.” 


Hey, who have we here? ſome poor devil going to 


be togg'd. : 
Drum beats, Fife plays. 


Erter Ac! nent, tere Drummers <eith whips Darby 
Leiten tus Soldier g. Saldiers a; Guards. 


Dar. Ch, dear good Mr. Adjutant, and you-my good 


little drummers—my dear friends, pot companions, 


ther comrades and brother foldiers—now how can you- 


bave the heart to flog poor Darby ? | 
Pat. Poor Darby—and is this thy preferment ? [aftle 
Pray, Sir,--how came this poor fellow in ſuch difgarce ? 
Adj. A poor harmleſs devil, Sir—but ſometimes a 


Fttle prone to miſchief but for his arch tricks ſuch 


a favourite with our officers, that tho' he frequently 


deſerves puniſhment, yet he generally gets for given 


ard now, Sir. we give him this whipping as private as 
oſſible out of pure lenity—l have myſelf a very great 
Friendſhip for poor Darby—ſo ttrip, you dog. 
Dar. Lord dir, | never ſtrip but when I go to bed. 
What are you about there I ommy, Tickleback ? 


Tom. Only tying knots. 
EVM [Tying the laſh of bis whip. 


And pray, what are you about, Neddy — 5 
eb. 


— 26 as — 34 


Dar. T ying knots—now that's very childiſh of you. 
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Dor. Whipcord and wire. Oh, dear—well if I muſt 
be whipp'd—if I don't like it, you ſhall leave off. 
Pat. Prav, Sir, what's his crime? 


2 5 of drunkenneſs, and ſleeping 


red waiſtcoat. 


w Yes, on my poſt—but I never dreamt 
that I haul te ogg for 

Pat. ry? 2» 

Adj. At preſent, ase 
was our captain was prefer d to the review, and 
our new one is not arrived yet Berlin. 


Pat. Yes, Sir, but he is arrived, and honour'd with 

his l. 's commiſſion. I am he. R 
Captain Pat—Patty—— yes it is, did I not 

I ſhould fee Captain Patty? r 

Pat Adj —_— think this buſineſs may be deferr'd. 

„Sir, we had not the honor to knew of 


Cap. By all means. | 
Dar. By all means—Poſtpone, ay and parden it too 
— the devil a bit of hurt will it do to any body. 

Ai. Releaſe him. 

Dar. Ay releaſe me — don't you hear, my dear friends 

ns, brother mctlmares, and brother ſol- 
Hers, hy Ninblewrif, and Tommy Tickleback 
—1 Ay. the red waiſtcoat—ſo you may go ane 


find another mouſe for your cat o-nine-tails, Get out, 


t along. Ah, ha! [Exeunt ſoldiers and drammer:, 
46. A And if you pleaſe, Sir, 'I go and inform the 
Marſhal of your arrival—Sir, you are welcome to our 
corps= I am very pad to ſee you. — [Ext 
| Dax. Les, Sir, | am very glad to fre yor but 
my dear Pat, how you came like my good guardian 
angel, to ſave me! —let me ſee —arn't you an angel ? 


[Locking rourd with pleaſure and taking heid of his 


Pat. But how is all this, Daib you ingenicua 
rogue you, how did you bring all this about? —Ileſt you 
at the plow tail in Ireland—and here I find you at tte 
whipping poſt in Si!cſi2, 

| A 3 a Laue. 


6 PATRICK i#«# PRUSSIA. 


Dar. Ay, twas you that did it for when Captain 
Fitzroy made you a preſent of the colours, it fet me 
all agog fer a General's ſtaff— and when that jade 
Kathleen jilted me. 

Pat. Away went carts and waggons——plows and 
flails.— 

Dar. Ay, and becauſe I could not do as I would, 
while | was worth a farthing, fold off all—and up to 


Dublin ] came, mounted on a long tail'd dobin=-and 


to be ſure I did not do things neatly did not trim my- 


felf out in a ſmart ſuit of cloaths, and ſhew them the 


ſoul of an Iriſh lad - but hearing that there were ſome 
boys of the Shamrock in » | thought I'd 
that too; I don't know how it was, but in taking 


leave of this body and that body, I muddled a little, 
and the blundering waterman, inttead of putting me into 
Packet launched me on board a ſhip bound 


i 
for the Bal:ic—and I never diſcover'd the miſtake till 


I found myfelf landed at Dantzick ; but how came you- 


to fell your Engliſh commiſſion, and turn P. 
foldier ? 
Pat. Why at x 


ſervices, and I — 1 we # 
they would not prove leſs defervi George by being 
for the preſent under the Nr il 


ciplined a maſter as Frederick. — The Pruffian arms 
were ever fam*d for regularity—pray how comes it 


they have made you fo irregular ? 
Dar. Ir:egular—the moit to- 
my two halt gallons every day, as I was to 8 
brown jug— But Patty, tho” you are my Captain, 
ou and! may cfack a joke now and then the devil a 
—4 will it to our firi& Pruſſian diſcipline, for you 


and I, when we are ſug, totalk over our merry meetings 


with our ſinging pot companions, Dermot and Father 

Luke, at the ſhoulder of mutron,———Oh your ho- 

nour | /ecing Olmut . ] likes a ſhoulder of mutton 
Enter Oluurz. 

I ſhall give orders to the ſutler to dreſs you a nice 


One. | | a 
Olm. Marſbal Fehrbellin's compliment: glad —— 
an hour. 


Rear of your arrival - expect you at cam - 
wh 


11 ie ſhould A Bonny 1— 


awd w ue 
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Pat. Give my teſpectful compliments, and Fil do 
myſelf the pleature to wait on him, 

Oln, Tell him fo. [Exit. 

Pat. Tall fellow but of very few words. 

Dar. Very few, but he found enough to inform 
againſt me - but if | am not even with him for it, there 
1 To onder fine lovely girl paſſing 

Pa — s a 

along there—do y 2 fea 

Dar. Oh, yes, ſhe is a very "a. 
flocks of ſuch in Pruſſia Lord, Sir, „ If you'll come 
along with me, I'll iatroduce you a-la-millicare. 


Dar , recolles „ bows and 
CLINE. 4 * . 


we have 


SCENE II. Front Grove. 
Enter Fl.ona. Baſket of Fruit on ber Arm. 
$ O N G. 
The tuneful birds, how javeet they fing, 
How fe the du pi 


— ry 
"Tis love that wwafts her blithe along, 
That paints the flewers, and tunes her ſong. 
| Fla. Now to count my money—let me ſee—] fold 
my pippins for two pence—my ſtrawberries for fix- 
pence my peaches for ten pence, and my roſes for 
four pence : And now to tie it up in the corner of my 


handkerchief, left any rude fellow ſhould inſult me, 
Daring this ſpeech enter Par. and DAA BEN. 
Pat. There ſhe is Darby. 


KK ˙ . ft Oo 


ice Dar. Oh, . and firs An 

| her—her name”s Flora, the ſells apples and flowers — 
pr and collyflowers, 
1 Pat. And ſhe's the ſweeteſt flower in her own gar- 
Pe, | Gn———My lovely gl. 


Fro, 
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Fla. Did you call me, Sir ? 
Pat. Yes my pretty dear. 


SONG. 


Dans date lit that bri ight patere, 
Shen Flora bloom a bh air © 

A ſmilling fenzuil I cou 
To bl, feet flat r, 240 of thee. - 


Or nodding on the thorny buſb, 
Yeu drop to hide the roſe"s bluſh ; 

The leafy umbrage make of me, 
And in this breeft you'll be. 


When ev? ry Aver that paints the grove, 
T hrows ſmile ard odours all around; 
Sweet flour, Pl! prove thy | have 5.99 bee, - 


And honey fir, fram naue but 


Dar. Pray, my dear, an't you Whatecalium Girl 
and don't you live in Thingumy uy vn 7 
Fl, Well, ſuppoſe I am a Whatecallum girl, and 
do live at Thingumy village, what then ? | 
Dar. What then—oh, nothing at all—only that's | 
Pat——and his honour would be glad to fee you in his 
honors tent, to take a glaſs of wine with his honor, 
Flo. Honor, and honor I drink wine * lis honor ! 
The fellow*s a fool, I think. 
Pat. So he is, my pretty dear—but, my ſw- on ood 
bud, there's no harm, I hope, in taking a glaſs of wine, | 
my my Pomona. . | 


11 8. 


Cap. My angel little gil, 
| With me @ moment Hep; | 1 
Flo. . | IP, 
Dar. Your tent, and then 4 wred. | _ 
Flo. Nay Sir, nav, Fer. | | 
Cap Why ſo call, my charmer S | ] 


Dar. Brilliant Bur Burgundy fball warm ber: 


* Cap. and Dat. My che 7 plumb, 
2 I finger 2 z ” us 


5 
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Cap. Ten ſball fold the cafe 
Of my blaſting glaſi 


While the nectar lip you talte. 
Such joy will 7 . 
Fram your ripe balmy lip, 
Your charms thus Pl! claſp, 
Dar. Thus the battle Il graſp. 
Flo. How can you ſerve me jo? 
Dar. Then up, my dear, yu ge, 
Do let his honor 6.6/5. 
Cap. My feet a moment ſtax, 
Flo. How dare yu ule me thus, 
Haw dare you uſe me thus, 
Nen the King's Lig? 


Dar. A turnpile-man am 1, 
Ta take Catia a tell, 
A kiſs. 
Flo. I will paſs by, 
Dar. Yeu can't, un my anl. 
Cap. Lzvely ſylvan beauty 1 
Flo. I tat jbkall I da F ob lack. 


O' dang it, "tas a whack. 


Teur cheeks have had a hearty ſmack. 
Dar. Oh, how fweet ſhe would ſmack . 
Pat. Do you think fo, Darby ? [ Ironically, 


Dar. Oh, yes, Sir—fte*s yours, Sir, F1! get her for you. 
Pat. Have a care, Darby, are you fure I ſhan't be 
guilty of ſeduQtion !=——] would not for a tranſient plea- 


ure bring laſting ruin upon a poor innocent girl. 


Dar. Ruin! Oh, pray what have you done with 


Norah? 


Pat. Norah J have left her to the care of Father 


Ber. What, old two to one, that brings mutton to 
his mouth by means of the multiplication table. 1 
at. 
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Pat. But, Darby—where can I find apartments 
where ean I put on my ſhoes? 

Dar. We all wear boots ia the camp—we ſhoe none 
but the horſes, But you ſhall lodge for the pre- 


ſent at Mable Flouriſhes, where the officers meſs—['ll 


order your baggage there, and to be ſure to-morrow I 
won't fit you up the ſmarteſt booth in the camp ſo 


come along—Pat—come along Patty oh, dear — this 


way, Captain Captain Patty. [ Exit Darby, 
Dat. Very well, Mr. Darby; you feem very accom- 
modating truly—and indeed if the girls are fo hand- 


ſome, and come much in my way, I ſhall ſtand in need 


of all my conſtancy. 
S ON 6. 


Aar, ye giddy ſmiliag throng 
Of tempting beauties, fair and 37:79 
My heart be true, alth;' my tengue 
Jud fing of lately Flora ; 
Or ſhou"d gage ci. fond defire, 
Aud breath of roſes fan the fire 
Aid the” I on a tant expire, 
My fol is thine, ſweet Norah. 


| The bends of Hymen der my mind, 
My con ſlant ſoul muſt ever bind, 
Ta that dear <:uman left behind, 

My kind, my tender Norah; 

But, Oh } I fear each mortal part, 
Nay, een this true, this faithful beart, 
Rejytleſs to the Urchin*s dart, 5 
Sat by the eyes of Flara. 


Illufrve vapour, tranfeent blaze, 
Ob / wani/h, while I wandering gage, 


But ſhine like __ rays, 
u paſſion chaſte for Norah 3 
Yet Hymen winks, and Venus ſmiles, 


And puſſin ev” ry ſenſe beguiles, 
And Cupid with fe — doiles, 9 
Aut charming Flora. Exil Fat. 
"WP | SCENE 


PR Py 


d * 


c 


empl 


ed to duck like a gander under a gate—Crinks by ha 
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SCENE Our. of Mater Frountsnes. 


Wrote over the Deer—The Officers Meſi-Henſe, by 
Mas FLovuntsn. 


Enter DAR I. 


Dar. I am firangely puzz!'d how to get this girl for 
Patſhe's ſo very Bolek. Mabel. | o | Calls, 


Evter Par. 

25 Where are theſe apartments, where's Ma- 

Dar. Here, your honour —Mabel- Mabel. 
d Manes foo ole Dor flo. 


Here's a new gueſt for you; ſo clean r 
houſe, rub up the mohogany . 4 "te 


-counterpwme—lay down the great carpet—— get the 


trumpeter's great chair uncovered - Il and flip- 


pers throw ſome ſand upon the ſtairs, and kick the 


cat out of the way, [Exit Captain Patrick with Mabel. 
Dar. 'Devil:ſh boek) Pat's coming let me ſee— I'll 
Olmutz to get Flora—tuill draw him into a 
ſcrape, and | ſhall be revenged on him for his attempt 
to get me tied to the halberts-and it he wants to ex- 
— himfelf—it will be by half ſentences, ſo that no- 
body will believe him. Eh, here he comes, and little 


Quiz with bim—that fellow always keeps company 


with t people——how high he carries his head with 

his 4 nog When he comes in at à door he's vg 

"A 

allons out of rummer glaſſes; eats with his broad 

word and picks his teeth with a bayonet. 
Enter Oz uur z and Quit, 


Qui 4e d in an old red Waiictat and a Fur Cap. 


Qua. | ſay Darby was ſhot from the mouth of « 
Cannon, Dar. 
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Dar. Your cannon's a gun. 
Olm. No, no, I lay he was only whipp'd. 
Dar. No, nor he was noe we. 
ui. | is , when ama 1 —— 
=. III r. 
iS, 
ld in fze—The ſword-fiſh is not a w 
ſhall fee if Marſhal Fehrbellin will refuſe me a place 
in the grenadier corps. [Exit Quiz. 
Dar. i for here he cotnes. 
Dus. 5 the impreſſion's a great 
PI go and accoutre myſelf, and appear before him a- 
. 88 Quiz is gone — he could not ſtay to ſpeak 
Dar. Oh, not ſtay to 
to his 24 Ma bel ſhall for Olmutz 1 want 
to talk to you loluĩers, you know, ſhould not bear ma- 
lice—Y our hand l'lImake your fortune — Mabel. 


Enter Mas e 1 from Flat. 


His Highneſs is coming to ſee your lodger—Mabel 
do you receive him. { Retives with Olmut2, 


Enter MaxsSuaL. 


Mar. Where's the new officer, Captain Patrick ? 
Aab. He is but jult taking off his bearo—ſhall I 
call him to your Highneſs ? 
Mar. No, I won't have bim difturb'd—P11 ſend my 
Aid-de-Camp to him—A goed fine ſiged woman—the 
proportion of our men has been for ſome time dimi- 
niſhing—now to match her with that tall fellow would 
produce ſoldiers equal to the full ſtandard. Are 
you married ? 
Mab. No, and pleaſe your I I am a maid, 
at your ſervice, 
Mar. What's your name? 
Mab. Mabel Flouriſh, and pleaſe your highneſs— 
my father was trumpeter Flouriſh, 
Mar. Yes, they'll do very well Soldier. 


Oln. 


Shrimps and lobſters—l ſay, ſpirit does not 


—— 


deal— 


mn © 222 2 


bel 
*. 


Fires 
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Oln. Here, [ Comes down, 
Mar. Are married? ; 
Olm. No, Highneſs. 


Mar. Can you read ? I Varſbal takes out his pocket- 
and writes upon a looſe leaf. 

Oln. Can't ſay, never tried. | 

Mar. Yes, they'll make an excellent mateh Ill give 
orders to Captain Patrick to ſee the ceremony perform- 
ed-——1It will be an excellent leſſon to him of the ſtrictneſs 
of our nulitary diſeipline Here, deliver that to Cap- 


tain Patrick, Les, they'll be a very pretty couple. 


[ Exit. 


Mab. His Highneſs was always very I never 

heard him talk ſo ſweet and condeſcending before. [Bell 

rings] Coming, coming, [Exit inta houſe, 
Oln, What devil's this ? [ Lacking at the paper, 

Dar. What's the matter, Olmutz? 

Ola. Marſhal defire me give this paper Captain 


Patrick. | 

Dar. That paper what is it ? 

Olm. Don't know——tan't read. | 

Dar. Let me ſee “ Mlarſhal Fehrbellin's com- 
t pliments to Capt. Patrick eſires he will, at fight of 
<« this, fee the bearer married to Mabel Flouriſh, with 
cc all diſpatch ; and, as a portion, he will give her 50 
4 riz-dollars from the military cheſt ”—Indeed but 
Olmutz ſhall never touch the dollarz—Olmutz, you had 
better go about that buſineſs I was telling you of. 

Olm. What, and leave Marſhal 's paper may be 
of conſequence—let's hear what about. 

Dar. Oh, you want to know what its about oh, you 
ſhall hear what its about—Yoa can't read, you ſay. 

Ola. No. 

Dar. ** Marſhal Fehrbellin's compliments to Ons. 
« Patrick; deſires he will, at fight of this, fee t 
<< bearer ride the great horſe, for one hour, with five 
* carbines tied to each leg.” 

Cim, Me! what have I done? Wooden horſe—five 
carbines? 

Dar. Poor fellow. hat 3 fine tall figure to ride 
the high horſe - Oh! your poor legs. 


B Cm, 
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Olm. For what ?—W hat have I done? | 
Dar. Poor devil! —ſuch legs to ſuffer ſo what did 
he ſay to you ? | 
Olm. Alk d if I could read. 
Dar. And | ſuppoſe you told him no. 
Oln. No—didn't—ſaid—never tried. 
Dar. Never tried! Ay, that's done it. 
Oln. Here comes Quiz ſtrutting, ſo merry -I obliged 
to ride t horſe ! 
Der. I'll have a good joke [ade] Olmutz, this paper 
don't mention your name: it only ſays the bearer. 
Suppoſe we give it to Quiz to carry. 
Olm. The very thing, —Cptain, make him ride the 
great horſe. | | 
Dar. So he will. Get a wafer ; for Quiz can read, 
you know, and that would ſpoil the joke. This is fine. 
Come, Olmutz, there | [Seals it. 


Enter Qu iz jirutting. 


2uiz, To be fure I ſhall cut a very foolith bit of a 
figure at the grand review. 

Dar. Ay, Quiz, better perhaps than you think: for 
I don't know how it comes about, but the Marthai, on 
my lpeaking a good word for you, has made your for- 
tune - Under this waicr lies your preterment. 

Ol. Yes, he'il ſoon be exalted. [.\tifles a laugh. 

Que. Ay, great merit can't long lay hiv. But what 
is under that wafer ? | | 

Dar. A letter the Marſhal deſred you would give to 
Capt ein Patrick I told him you was a great man. 


Quiz. So] am—2 high fellow. [Strutting. 
Dar. So | faid :—fix teet and an inch high, cap and 
all. 


Olin. Yes, and he'll be highly mounted —a trooper. 
Out, Ay, Sir, little as you muy think me, I may look 
down to-morrow on people talicr than mytelft, I may, 
bv the god of war. 
Om. Yes, he'tl lock down, Darby, — perbaps to- 
Dar. You'll give the letter. 
25 LL Dar'y and Olmuts. 
| Aris. 
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Aug. Do you think I'd negle& the Marſhal's com- 
manus—I will give ik, by the god of war, 


Enter PATRICK from Ilauſe. 


Fat. Hey day, what fort ofa fgure have we here? 

Qarz, | am order'd by Marihal Fehrbellin to de- 
liver this billet. | 

Fat. | Reads] + Bearer=married—Mable Flouriſh.”* 
A ſtrange command this=but this I ſuppoſe his High- 


_ nets wants to replenith his race of drummers.— Where, 


where is this Mable ? 
Enter Man E R from Teaſe. 
Mad. Here your honor—your honor left the key ian 


your great trunk, 5 
Far, Well, I ſuppoſe you are both determined, 
Quis, Yes, by the god of war—houcr's my miitre(s, 
and tor her l'Il die. 5 
Pat. Well then, Pl} fend for a chaplain, and you 
mali both be married directly. 
Mab Married ! | 5 
Pat. Yes, I am ordered by the Marſhal to fee you 
both married. | 5 | 
Mab. I married to fuch a ſhrimp of a man !—what 
does the Marſhal mean ? | | 
Avis. Yes, Darby bas done my buſineſs for me. 
Pat, What's your naine 5 . 
Quix. Quiz Odd body, 3 ü 
Pat. Then, Mrs: Oddbody, I give you joy —and 2s 
a portion, his Highneſs has ordered you 50 rix-dollars 
out of the military cheſt. | Exit into houſe. 
Mab. Fifty rix-collars! Oh, chat alters the caſe 
that's quite another thing. : 5 | 
Nuiz, I had no thought of marrying ; but this is ſuch 
a prodigious great match——that | ſhall be proud to 
be Man of the Houſe. [Lie her vidiculauſl;. 
Mas. Well, | ſhell have the fineſt booth in the 


Camp; and fo let's to the Chapel. 


Luiz, Chapel! No, we will be married in a Ca- 
wang oP will, by the god of war And 
B 2 __ SONG. 
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SONG, 


Quiz. All fierce and military, 
Croſs bu belt and regimental nexw, 
. With high cap, rough and hairy, 
At cur grand review : 
With ſpur and b:ot, 
Amer the fest. 
T grace the field, while pateraroes ſh; 
Fire an- * 
Bullets e, | 
Bully Qui ⁊ 
Ered as a jiurdy ak, 


On my larger prancing, 
Rat, tue, mm hocts Mali beat the grand 
Great glaue and read ſauord g luuc ing, 
Salute the ladies r. | 
I, the grand pas rar, 
Up the patement tear, 
Like a Noble Cal' nel, at my men I ſiusar, 
Hey, hey Pats 


SCENE The Ou of a Cattage, 
Enter DanBy, OLMUT2Z, and Saldiers. 


Dar. Sofily, ſoftly, our Captain ſhall get her, my 
boy — this is the place to watch for her—for that's 
her father's, the old foldier's—tho”, it ſeems, her head 
runs of one Rupert, | OR 
Oln. Can't help laughing, to think little Quiz is 
now riding the big horſe, 
Daz, H uſh—here ſhe comes. 


Enter 
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Enter FLOR A from the Houſe, creſſes the Stage and exits 
Now Olmutz, there ſhe goes amongſt the buſhes 


make haſte. 


Ola. Won't you go? 

Dar. My dear Olmutz, you ſhall have the glory of 
the action all yourſelf would not rob you of a fingle 
laſh you raſeal. [Exit Olmutz and ſoldiers. 


Enter MaxSHAL nd Part. 


Mar. I am glad you are come, Sir, for we are to 
have a d review to-morrow—the E. ſeems 
prepared for hoſtile meaſures ; therefore our wiſe and 
vigilant Maſter thinks it neceſſary to be prepared for 
to oppoſe them. | 

44. [Withut,] Oh, dear 
proted me ? | 

Mar, Who's that 78 after a girl ?=— call 
him here, call the raſcal back, 

Dar. Yes, your honor Here Olmutz—come back 
his Highneſs want's you. Why don't you come back, - 
you ratcal-he's a very bad fellow, he would run af- 
ter the girl, notwithſlanding all I ſaid to him. 


where is Rupert to 


F 


Enter Or uur 2. 


Mar. What have you been about ? come here, you 
raſcal. 

Dar. Ay, what have you been about ? — come here, 
you raſcal. 

Olu. Pleaſe Highneſs-———corporal thought no 
harm to get pretty girl for officer — got her off tho. 
| [ 4/ide te Darby 

Mar. What officer, raſcal ? 
Ola. New Captain, Highneſs. 

Pat. Me, firrah ! | 

Mar. I thought Sir, | had found you different em- 
ployment. 

Oln. Hi 


ghneſs — very hard—ordor man to ride 


great horſe, cauſe he can't read. 

Mar. Great horfe——1 thought her a comely per- 
ſona ble woman—Bur, Sir, to you | wul. lay, that | am 
ſorry an officer ſhould be guilty ef ſuch an act ot 
1 3 


ci lonoer 


18 PATRICE @a PRUSSI 4 
_ diſhonour—whoſe duty it is to proteQ—nat to diftre(; 


the fair. 

Pat, Sir, give me leave. 

Mar. No, Sir, for the preſent I ſuſpend your com- 
mitſion ; when his Majeſty arrives, he may uſe his 


pleaſure. 
| Dar. So then, Olmutz won't be puniſhed after all. 
Mar. What Sir, arn't you married ? [To Olmat æ. 


Olm. Not I, Flighneis. 
Dar. Here, your Highneſs, comes a pretty couple 
that are married. | 
Enter Qui 2 and MABEL. 


Qs. By the god of war, your Highneſs, Fam 


come to thank you for a!l favours, | 
Madb. | thank your Highneſs for my huſband and 


great fortune. | | 
* but mine's the biggeſt. 


: Yes, your Highneſs, 
= What is all this ? | 
Pat. Your Highneſs defired me to ſee the wedding 
Il have it from under your own hand—and there 
you are obey'd—behold your well match'd couple. 
Qui. Yes, we're a pretty couple, by the god of war, 
Mor. Begone Sir. [Exit Quiz axd Mabel. 
Olm. So, this is great horſe, raſcal ? 
| | [Te Darby, Exit. 
Dar. I think, I bad beſt take off roo—or | may 
chance to run againſt a whipping poſt. 
5 [ Retives up the tage. 
Mar. Well, Sir, you are from Ireland —where I know 
they would call this a good jeſt—and a joke is the 
leading feature of your country -I ſhall not on this oe- 
caſion, differ in apinion from you—but, Sir, the young 
woman you have ordered to be carried away, mull be 
reftored—and I hope your future conduct won't make 
me repent of the deſire I have io be your friend. ¶ Exit. 


FIN 4A © 


Das cames dtn. 


During the Finale Qu i2z and MABEL enter, 
Dar. Ard is he gane & eli, bug and bamds 


Hoy near I was a thraſhing 3 


a GIN ST. 
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But here's your Uncle, Father Luke, 
In Berlin chaiſe came daſhing, | 
Cap. S'death, perhaps my Norah tos, 
Were in a hopeful hible ; 
But I muſt to my axul and end 
The matter up to cab ble. 
Cap. Diſgrac d, I cannot face e. 
Dar. WH ho bid her nw 9 
Cap And ſuch a cauſe then, Father Luke, 
Dar. My hand the prieſt PII hum. 
Cap. Till In reſtored, amuſe em bath ; 
Again my friend, Ill rank ye ; 
Dar. I wonder how is little Yuiz ? 
Quiz. Pm pretty well, I thank ye. 
My Mabel, by the god of war, 
Is a celeſtial Haury 3 
As fine a bride as man can wiſh, 
Il ben here pan down her dowry. 
Mab. Like ſcifſars hung en apron ſtring, 
Or dangled here a locket; 
But touch my caſh, and that, and yon, 
PII put inte my pocket. 
Cap. Came, come, agree, 
Re man and wife, 
And Tery well you'll beth do. 
Mab. He, by the ged of wer, we twill, 
Quiz. Already get my cath tos. 
Dar. Friend Quiz, hand, I give y:u toy, 
Of peuſy p< po th riches ; : 
This comfort fill is your”s, my bey, 
She ne*er can wear the breechcs. 
Then let the Chine and Tur le ſmyule, 
Fond theer verſpread the table; 
The wedding, ſuch a merry ile, | 
Of little Quiz and Mabel. [ Exeunt, 


oY 
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SCENE Mabel Flauriſbes. 


Enter MABEL and OLmurtz. 


Mab. Then it was you his Highneſs intended me 


for. 


Olm. Yes, one of Darby's tricks —ſent me after Flo- 


ra—get her for other. 

Mab. Ay, Flora, and the poor girl is now in 
room putting on a fuit of officer's clothes that I lent her, 
to eluce the inſults of the officers and foldiers, and vews 

ſhe'll go * "49 world, till ſhe find her ſweetheart 
KRupert.— Ay, Darby's a fad villain, to loſe lo fine a 
tall fellow for little Quiz. 

Oln. Av, to looſe me for hitz—be revenged=come 
to my centry-box—{rng by ourſelyes—toot of Bridge. 

Mab. Oh, fe ! Olmuiz—Burt could I depend on your 
honor ? 


Olm. You may—ſome one coming-—not feen toge- - 


ther. [Exit Mabel.] Fine woman—make Quiz be- 


lieve Darby made this match to cover his own defi ans 


on his wife. 
Enter Rur rr. 


Rug. Raſcal—I am told you know where Flora is : 
that you have ſeized her. Tell me of her this inſtant. 
Oln. Darby did it, ran off with her for his Ca pta in. 


Come this way—tell all I know,—10w | thall be re- 


venged on Darby for lois of wite——aake him rice 
big horle. | Exeunt, 
SCENE aiforers Noran, 
Tus Chairs, @ Drefuug-Table, 
Norab. Here J am at laſt in Sile ſia—and how my 
coming muſt ſurprize my dear Patrick! But the more 


unexpected the more welcome our meeting. 
SONG. 


TA 2 


2% 
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Oh, come, my ſoldier, meet my /icht, 
Full far , come to thee ; 18 

No foe nete dares you te the fight, 

at gentle love and me. 

_ My foldier doats en fierce alarms, 

| Where fees in battle jein; | 
But when the trumpet jzunds to arm, 

Ob let lim fly to mine. 


T here jaie attends his will ; 

At home joau hear each tender maid, 
Ah ! was he form*d to hill ? 

In charms ſecure the fair auvance, 
And ere in arrow ies, 


T 
4 In camps hxu reugh by Wars array d, 
V'S 
rt 
4 


4 He leads around, and at each glance 
* A wounded maiden dies, | 
He leds arcumd, & c. 
. Luke. Caritleut) Very well, honey, I ſee the door; 
ns. | fo perhaps | may find the reom mytelt—You muſt know 
q | that ] aw Father Luke of Carton; but I leit it to fol- 
low Pat, becauſe | found he was come to Sileſia to 
have his full ſwing among the girls, 
8: I Enter Quiz, MazzL ard Fatuen LuxE. 
nt. 
in. Dur. My dear, I have got a moſt delicious cordial... 
re- Darby gave it me. 
is Mah. Darby! he's a pretty fellow—ſo keep your 


ant, mouth ſhut. 
| 92uz. No, Pl open it once more, 
Late. Is that your huſbaad ! 
Quiz. Yes, I am. | 
Late. Who married you? 
Aug. The Parſon; but I'm obliged to Darby.— 
Darby help'd me to the match, | 


my Luke. Faith, and he helped you plentifully. But, 
ors | @QCye hear ?—we would not have Captain Patrick know 
| cf our arrival till we come ſmack upon him. oy +4 


» 
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h:ar—have you never a ſnug bit of a room in a corner, 
where you can put Norah ? | 

Mab. O yes, there's my room, and a woman 
in it already, that has been uſed ill by the ſoldiers. 


iz. Soldiers ule women ill — who's the man of the 


2 
houle ? 

Luke. Ay, where's the man of the houſe? 

Jui c. If you can't fee, put on your ſpectacles. 

Lute. Faith and | muſt, far you are ſmall print. 

Quiz. Small print! 

Luke. Come Norah in in— Mabel, my dear, pleaſe 
to hewetbe way. 

Ner. Oh, fir, loſe no time in finding out my huſband 

—only think of my anxiety. [Exit Mabel and Nerah. 


Lale. Come here=—what have you got in your | 


ſquare bottle? 
Aug. Tis fine uſquebaugh 
Luke. Uiquebaugh! Where did you get 1— 
From Drogheda * 
Qu. No, I had it from Dartb rv. 
Laie. Then you had it from a wicked rogue, Late: 
at frem fim. ] arn't you aſhamed to aſk a clergyma a to 
drink drams. Lis not good, nor it can't be good 
[pzurs cut! — nor it can't be wholeſome [4rints] Now, 
don't you be running your noſe into every neighbours— 


both up and down the town, and bragging that you 


have got father Luke in your houſe. 

Qu. No, my greateſt pride is that I have got my- 
ſelt in the houfe. [Bell rings loud] Oh, that dam'd bell 
In base drums and drumfticks placed in every room 


in the houſe—1 will, by the god of war. [Exit.. 


[ Takes à chair, and fits down, 
Enter Dandy, unperctived. 


Luke. I fancy 1 ſhall ſoon get to the bottom of thie, 


For oh, it is heavenly liquor.” [Sings 
Dar. And as good for me as the vicar.” [Sings. 
Luke. Now, upon my foul, this is very comical, tor 


you left me counting my beads in Ireland, and here you 


find me conning my bock in Silzfia- 
Dar. 


my ay ©» ©Q & - 


- ig 


-_ 
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Dar. I think its my book you are conning; but if 
you pleaſe, Ill read a chapter now, for I ſuppoſe by 
this time you have it by heart. 

Luke. Oh, Darby, you are a wicked fellow; the laſt 
time | ſaw you was at Carton—to be ſure you was in 
mighty haſte, with the conſtables at your heels - but I 
did not think that you hed to long a journey to take. 

Dar. Conitables! Oh, yes, very true—but | gave 
them the ſlip— I would not keep ſuch tellows com- 


Luke. Ah, Darby, you was always 2 very great 


og. 
you talk about dogs, father Luke, 
dog come bick to the farm ? 
og ! 
Dar. Ay, my Unicorn---we uſed to call him Uni- 
corn, you know, becauſe he had but one ear---l bad 
him trom an attorney. | 


Luke. Don't ak me about your dog, you ſtupid fel- 


low---what's your dog to me ? 


Dar. Oh, he is not- now youll hear. 
SONG. 


Fil fung jeu a ſong, faith Pm ſing ing it now, 
| Herb e 2. to "front either ſmall er big, 
Bow, wow ; 
Here the ſubjet I ve choſen, it is the canine race, 
To prove lthe us tus · leg duogs, they are a very fine racce 
Bow, wow, wow, 
Fal, lal, lal, ad di, ad di. 
| W ww, ww. | | 
Like yau and I, other dags may be counted ſad dogs. 
A; we abe drink water, ſome might think us nad dogs ; 
A caurtier is a fpaniel, @ citizen's @ dull dg, 
4 ſocdrer is @ maſtiff, a ſailor is a bull deg. 
| Bow, wow, wort, 


Fal, lal, lul. 


n 


As old maid comes from chareb, the poo us lady kinder. 
A lujty des her fe:tman, with prayer-beak W : 
* 
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4 pow 1 and gets plenty of goed | 
But little Shack, her have | 
2 lay dog, muſt a reafled 
Bow, wow, wow, 


Fal, lal, la. 


In hen flly degs for property, uncle, ſon, and brother, 
Grind and ſnort, mighty gruff, and worry one andther ; 


Should they à bit of equity, Tuftice beg the hen of, 
T hat _— dog, the „Snap, carries quick the 


A critie is a our, and firives to run his down ; 
And ths -g 15 cannot follow, where the nchle ſport iu- 
wites fin, 
« the hv ſteals behind, and by the hee! he bites hims 
s Tec, WAR, 
Fal, lal, l&. 
Neude a chuce pack of friends, ahl to feed them 
yew are able, 
Nur dog for fas marſel, crauc hes under your table, 
4% Neuf friends turn tals in misfortune or diſaſter, 
4 Hut your poor faith) f uog will ner fei ſale lis maſter. 
Hose, www, Two, 
Fal, lal, 4a. 
As your friends tin tail the mament that yen need em, 
My dog ran way when ns longer I could feed 3 ; 
T his cur ſo ungrute ul, forſeck me an my journey, 
And far a cui cruſt, went back to the attorney. 
Faro, wow, wu, 


Tal. lal, ls. 


* 


But where's your niece, Norah how does ſne is ſne 
here, father ? 

Luke, Here! there's a . I leſt her at 
Potidaui. 


Dar. 


7 


me 


EM 


drop to ſoften 
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Dar. And | few ber net half an hour ago-—bet Pit 
be even with him. [afide. 
Luke, But, you ly rogue, how did you find me ont ?--- 


where's her buſb1nd---have you ever met him in your 
walks---Pat, that 1. away ? 

Dar. Ah father! I am ſorry to tell ſuch 
bad new> ; but poor NN r "ey 

Luke, Dead! 

Dar. Ay, fad intelligence for poor Norah, 

Luke, How did he die? 

Dar. A piſtol fever---a bullet did the buſineſs. 

Lake, A piſtol „ ? 

Dar. Lait night-- re come time enough to 
preach the — — 

Lake. Oh, oh, where ſhall I find comfort oh! 


Fills the glaſs. 
1 In the bock. [ c 


Luke. Oh dear Pat dead---Norah-—Norah ! 
Dar. Why, do you think ſhe can hear you at Potſ- 


dam? 


Lake. [drinks] Oh you harden'd ſoul, you. 
Dar. I'm ſure you won't be hardend while there's = 


Lake. 8 you greedy creature, take the 


whole bottle, Poor Patt ! 


DS VE T T, 


Luke. And oh is he gone, whirre firua firua por Pat, 
orry for that ; 


Se ce Fn 


— not a tear can I cry 3 
Dar. Ard yet my go:d fir, you've a ſup in your eye. 
Luke. Go, ge, tale your liquor away from me. | 
Dar. Oh, does it give you ſuck pain ? 


Luke. And h bottle to me, 
Dar. Ne. 3 0 1 
Luke, Ne, Darby, ou fill it qgain. 

* [Exit Luke. 


C | | Enter 


RICK = PRUSSIA. 


Enter Qu1z. 


Qu a. Harkey, you—do you know that IT am a de- 
ſcendant of the great Hercules Quiz ?—and as my great 
anceſtor ſtrangled a ſerpent in the cradle ; ſo did I, when 

In mine, throttle a kitten] was nurs'd in a mortar— 
have eat Fre from a great gun---and made a cannon my 
flute, by blowing in at the touck-hole, 

Dar. Amazing -W hat a great hero l am think. 
ing, Quiz that a wig-box will make an excellent cradle | 
for your firſt child. = 

Luiz. What do you mean by that, ſir ? 
Dar. Lord, how big we are——now I'd as lief a man | 
would ſmack my face as call me fir. 

wiz. And I'd as ſoon do one as t'oiher if you'd 
give me occaſion I only want occaſion to fight wuh | 
you———l do, by the god of war. 3 | 

Dor. | ſhould think a Pruſſian foldier would think | 
raſcal ſufficient occaſian. | 
11 'Iis by the god of war——where ſhall we 
meet | 

Dar. By the new bridge—l1! borrow my maſter's 
Piitols—do you bring yours; and then, with ourbacks _ 
to the certry-baxes, we will thunder away, 

Priz, We will—and Darby Til blow your head 
ever the bridge into the river, und ſave your dirty tace | 
3 waſhing=—1 will, by the god of war. | | 

[Exit Quiz and Darby. 


Enter Pparn n Lux z and GrEENnBER. 


Luke. And fo you are father to this girl, ſay. 

Green. Yes, and the & engaged n 2 
worthy fellow, who loves her; and captain Patrick's 
taking her away juſt at the ti ne when he's come home, 
involves us all in great troub'e. i | 

Jute. Who told you to? 

Creen, Darby faid that Olmutz took her for the 
officer. | 

Luke, 
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Luke, Oh, that Dart 


is a ſad lying, drunken fellow. 
—She's fafe enough 


orah, bring ihe young woman 


to her father. 


Enter Noonan and FLor a from flat. 
FLona de in breecter—biue regimentals. 


Late. Eh, what's the meaning of all this — 
have you been about there AN, 1 hope to tive, you 
don't look like a Chriſtian young woman. 

Flo, Dol look like a Chrittian young man n. 
that's what I want to look like. 

Green. But what's the reaſon of this? 

Fl. To ſhew you a woman can run all riſques, 


where ſhe truly loves. 


Ereen. But why this meta morphoſes? 

Fl.. I was not Life in the abſence of Rupert—l have 
been inſulted as a female—fo aſſumed this habit — being 
well aſſured, that thoſe who are fo mean to infult a 
woman, will went the couraye to attack a man, 

Aar. « True, Flora, 


$S O N G. 


With your ſux, my feveet Flra, your bluſbes forget, 
Tho” ca;, y:u"re no lenger, no langer a 3 
In your briche burmiſh'd gorget a brazen face ſet, 
Be a ball, hey allons, hey allins, your parade. — 
In your nice chicken gloves as you gallantly fland, 
While the fiddles for ation pre pure; 
For the dear pas de deux give the de ent 
Au gracefully feet to the fair. 


At your meſs, when poor virtue in bumpers is dre d, 
Tus the tcaft give; a 2eft to each glaſs 5 
When Bacchus the temple of fally has crotun d, 


Be the gurit, 5 
god of your fat 3 . 
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Ob er let her character die in a wink, 
Een a chorus of laughter deſpiſe ; 
Yaur goddeſs as pure as the wine that you drink, 
Let your fancy exalt to the ſkies. 
 [E-xeunt Norah, Flora, and Greenbergb. 


Lute. So they have had their jokes upon me; but 
In be even with Pat=tor giving himſelf out for dead 
—faith PII have a little bit of a joke with him. 


Exter Pat and Rupert. 


Arrah, and can you be Pat —or are you his ghoſt ? 
Now if von are dead, my dear boy, tell me fo. 
Pat. Dead! What can this mean ? | 
Luke. Faith Pat. it's well you are come; for we 
heard ycu was dead, and Norah has been looking out 
tor another hi ſband— Aye, and if you bad laid half an 
tour longer, ſhe'd have had one, and a {wart fellow 
he is too and then he's ſo attentive, leading her 
into the coach and cut of the coach, at every place 
weſlopp'd at. 85 

Pat. Dead ! married in half an hour! 

Lute, Aye, certainly, you would not have her live 
unmatried. Now ar'nt you a pretty fellow—l have 
heard of all your campaigning after a gooſeberry girl 


the Marſhal putting you under anarreſt, and taking 


the coc kade out of your | 

Pat, Dear Sir, who told you this? 

Lule, Who? why who but your own man Darby; 
and to crown the whole, ſaid that you had blown the 
roof c your head. | 


Enter Danny. Croſſes u Per. 


Dar. Maſter, lend me your piſtols. b 

Pat. Yes, you raſcal, you thall have them with a 
| brace of bullets thro” your head. Callars him] For 
all your lies — you told Father Luke, that I was run- 


ning after every wench—you are the cauſe of all wy 


_ Ciſgrace, by ſetting Olmutz after the flower girl. 
Dar. — 


| Rus. 


— 


8 
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Rup, Ay, Sir, what have you Cone with my Flora ? 
——you are the villain that took my Flora from her 
father's houſe. 

Dar. . — b dear, why did 1 ſell my farm? 


Enter F LOA, from Flat. 
Flo. Hey, what ndiſe is all this your making a 


diſturbance in this chamber is what I don't underſtand 
damn me. 


| Dar. No, what I don't underſtand, damn me. 


[Gets behind her. 
Rup. [To Darby.) Pray where is Flora? 
8 [ Draws his bread feoord. 
Flo. Oh, what my little ſtrawberry girl—ſhe's very 
jr me. 2 fellow, tho her father wants to 
ive her to a ſwaggering puppy one Rupert, 

6 Rup. S'death, — hy deſerts, | 
| [ Draws, Pat parts them, 
Fla. Oh, what, I ſuppoſe, this is Rupert,—Qh, 
you may have her again now——P1! gledly reſign her 
to you—l affure you | want to yet ria of her—tor my 
heart is entirely devoted to another. his night, 


1 take the lovely Norah to my arms. 


Pat. You thall take this to your heart firſt, 


SY Draw. 
Rap. Nay, nay— have patience. 
Fla. Oh let him alone—lect me have fair play, and 
L-thall be a match for both of you. | | 


T R Io. 


Flo. The l:wely fair within tha! rom, 
My vir hl be; 

Cap. And hu, Sir, are you ſure of that 2 

Flo. O5. jbe loves me. 

Cap. S' and hel!, Sir, what dye ſay ? 
© Quick, anſwver Jpeed' ; 

Rup. What of my Flor, tell me fi? 

Flo. Obe loves me. 

Rup. She loves thee. 


Dar, He lotes flies C N 
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Flo. And fer her ſweet ſake, 
- ron, Sir, or you PII fee. 
Dar. Teen, my little cock a nouns, 


Oh, you're my Gramaghree ; 
Cap. WW hat my Ie laue thee. 
Flo. Ay, thy leve loves me. 


Dar, Knzick their head, together ; 
Flo. Have at yen, one to three. 
Dar. Sir, leave me tut a wicked rogue, 
Our little Gramaghree. 
Flo. Fire or ſu. ord, 
ben lib the ard, 
: Hare at ye, one to three, Sc. 
Cap. Sati ſacian you mu grve, 
. Men ſurely, now te me, &c. 
Dar. Oh, what @ tearing hers | 
What a tearing, tearing here ! 
At ye, one, tus, three, 
Suvely now te me, 
Little Gramag bree. 


Dar. So] go on well here in the German wars 
My kind countryman, Captain Patrick—buries his 
nuckles in my throat, and never thin«s it will ſpoĩl my 
finging ; another ſwings a ſeythe about my ears ;- and 
little Quiz threatens to blow my head over the bridge. 
Oh, to be ture, Im not in + good thriving way but I 
muſt contrive ſome method to frighien Quiz —for I 
muſt confeſs, I have no great inclination to have ny 
head blown into the river.—Oh, dear, oh, dear —I am 
like a blind fidler, always in ſome ſcrape. [Exi. 


SCENE, A country Bridge, a Centry Box on each Sie. 
Euter Qu1z.. | 

Qui z. Darby is not come yet, -I knew the fellow 

would be afraid to meet me! How I'll Uiſgrace him in 


the camp Ul ſwitch him thro” the ranks with a whale- 
_ bone 


. 
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bone ramrod— Eh—no—this is he—he's pla guy 


Enter Danby. 


Dar. Ay, there's the enemy. 

Luiz, Your mortal foe—l am, by the god of war. 

Dar. [ Bec tens cn a man with a ſack, a brace of blun- 
derbuſſes, a pick axe, and ſpade.] Put down the tools, 

Quiz. Tools — Take your gr 

Dar. Don't be raſh—in Ireland we always ſettle 
thete ſort of things very cool—now to fix the grand 
point. When people fight, as you and | do, without 


| leconds, if one ſhould be kill'd, as is always the caſe, 


that the conqueror may not fall a ſacrifice to the la 
we hive two ways of Jiſpoling of the dead gentleman : 
— Now you may take which you pleaſe—one way is, 
we dig a hole on the ſpot, and cover him up, ſweet 
and wholeſome uncer the fod—this we call the Galway 
kick—but it he don't like that, the other is—we put 
him into a ſack and tumble him into the river, this we 


call the Tipperary touch. 


wuz. Tipperary touch—now da ma me—if I'll hare 
either a Galway kick, ora Tipperary touch. 
Dar. And now give me the blunderbuſs—char 


with razor blades, [The men gives him a blunder buſs, 
Juig. Razor blades—I won't bght, by the god ot 


war. 
Day. Not fight! | 
Duiz. No. 
Dar. Why then, let me tell you, that it is not hand- 


ſome of you to diſappoint me thus. 


Quiz. I don't care—l'll be as ugly as the devi but 
J don't like to be put ſweet and wholefome under the 
ſod.—Oh, Pm glad there's fomebody coming. 

Dar. Oh, this is the Prieſt, that I ordered to come 
and bury you like a chriſtian. 

Quix. I don't care, | wen't be buried like a Chriſliaa. 


Enter Far HEA LuxE, 


Luke. Oh, you wicked reprobate—rot be buried 
like a Chriſtian! | 


Duzz, 
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Quiz. | won't, by the god of war. 

Luke, What is all this about ? | 

Dus, Writ! why that wicked bloody ruffian has 
a deſign 2g2:ift he chaſtity of my virtuous wite—and 
when | c-1: him out a-la-militare, he comes to cut, 
ſcarity and murder me with s brace of tlunderbuſſes 
charged with razor blades—he does, by the god of 
war ! | | 
Dar. I a * tis Olmuiz has à deſign againſt 

our virtuous wife—and by her own appointment,— 

* No, he's my true friend, 

Dar. Is he then—here goes at the centry boz— III 
not bring my Razor blades for nothing. 


Enter Oimurz and Mabel ſcreaming from the Ce ber 


Que, Hey ! now I fee how it is, bythe god of war! 
Dar. Here's your true friend, and virtuous wife. 
Jur. Derby your hanc—Do you give Olwutz a 

Galway kick, and l'Il give my wife a Tipperary touch. 
Olm, Kick me !—\\ by, I came to be your ſecond. 
Qu g. Get out, vou raica!, or I'll ſhoot you, by the 

god of war -W ell, ard | ſuppoſe you came to be a 
cond too. | 

| Mab. No, indeed, huſband, I was here firſt. 

Luke. I dare be ſworn you was—ay, faith, now, this 
is very comical—here comes Pat. and Kupert—andtheir 
wives, as if they came by deſign. 


Exter Par. andRUPERT On ons fide—Nozan and 
FLORA on the ther, 


Pa!, The young bragg-rt—and with North in his 
hard - to come thus before my face—I can contain m- 
ſelf no longer — defend your worthleis life. 

[ Puts li, hand to his ſtusrad. 

Flo. Na, ſir—1˙Il not ßgat— to Jou 1 reſign acr, if 
ſhe's willing. 

Ver. Mott willing—-my dear Patrick! 

Fl. And to you Rupert I reſign myſelf—if Flora be 
worth accepting [ Embraces -c do Pet and Nerah, 

Fu Worth accepting—iroft dear to me. 

Nor. Miy dear Fatrick, why in a m22e ? 

Pat. At this unexpected happinets, my lovely 
wiiteobut now we'll for Englangmand it Darby will, 
he 
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he ſhall attend us, where we'll return to the ſervice of 
— ſovereign, whoſe life is a bleſſing to his 
peo 


FINALE. 
Oh, now lit the drum 


Beat company come, 
Aud let the claricnets play ; 
And ob, little fe, 
Now while for life, 
While merry we feat it acuey. 
For Fortune turns her wheel, 
And with us ſhe'll dance a reel; 
The late whining felleto, 
| Nene jevial and mellam, 
Se jellity ring @ peal. 
As ſure as a gun 
Well bew you juch fun, 
nder WES feen before ; 
Like officers ſwear 
And tatter and tear, 
And like 4 — we'll roar. 
Darby did yeu call ? 
' You devils how land you bowl, 
To houſe, bed and table Qui ⁊. 
And poor Mabel, 
Teure heantily welcome all. 
Ob, nix let the drum, Cc. 


Ch, muidens take care, 
By example beware, 
If ruin you'd wiſh te jbun 
Nor truff to j cur charms 
Is hen ance from your arms 
You ſuffer your ſpouſy to run, 
Like birds held in a ſtring, 
They'll hip about, then take wing, 
Tur ſobbing, pur crying, 
Ne'er back can the wanton bring. 
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Luke. A ſad wicked place, 
A very ſad caſe ; 
Here nothing ["ll get ta do. 
Child, put on zur cap, 
Anil here is a flap, | 
Tu marry that yourher and you, 
J, you don't take't amiſs, [To Mab. 
lite te bury poor Quiz ; | 
Il irthout any maney, 
Naur hand, my dear honey, [ To Quiz. 
Sa much I like yaur pbi ⁊. 
Oh, New let the drum, c. 
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Dar. And nete, my friends may, 
| Of your pow ſoldier ſay, 
4 Derd in your Pret's beval), 
Oh, das not then try, 
127 make the bey cry, 1 
Je ſs often has mace you A 
Saxceſs due Cannot _— 
Rut bot your merciful Land 
New lend us a willey, 
And pardon his folly 
Far the hanzur of old Irelan 
Ob, nww let the drum, c. 
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